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For he from me is gone,

And makes thereat a gamej

And hath left me alone

To suffer sorrow and shame.

Alas, he is unkind doubtless

To leave me thus all comfortless*

It is a grievous smart

To suffer pain and sorrow,

But most grieved my heart

He laid his faith to borrow,

And falsed hath his faith and troth,

And he forsworn by many an oath.

All ye lovers, perdie,

Hath cause to blame his deed,

Which shall example be

To lett you of your speed;

Let never woman again

Trust to such words as man can aayrju

For I unto my cost

Am warning to you all

That they whom you trust most

Soonest deceive you shall.

But complaint cannot redress

Of my great grief the great excess.
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THE heart and service to you proffered
With right good will full honestly,
Refuse it not since it is offer'd,
But take it to you gentilly.

And though it be a small present,
Yet good, consider graciously
The thought, the mind, and the intent
Of him that loves you faithfully.

It were a thing of small effect
To work my woe thus cruelly,
For my goodwill to be object:
Therefore accept it lovingly*